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Tind the Heart 


Tind the heart that 
Needs another 

Tind the heart 
That has been hurt 

Tind the heart 
That has been loved 
But forgotten 

Tind the heart 
That is filled with love 

Tind the heart 
That can give the 

dove 

Tind the heart 
That needs gou 

Too 

(c) Copyright 2016 Emily Marie 






1 Hive 

Tor the night 1 fall asleep and awake with you 

on mg mind 

Tor the remnants of our first kiss on mg lips 
Tor the seconds minutes and hours 
1 hold gou in mg arms 

1 Hive 

u 

| Tor the moment, we intently look into each others eyes 
Knowing it is the end of gou and 1 
and the beginning of us. 

1 Hive 

Not for a love that lives infinitely through 
reprinted books and faded words 
But for a love that will transcend generations through 

love filled whispers 

1 Hive 

Tor the chance to love you. 


(c) Copyright 2016 Shannon McClary 
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Cooking Tor Mg Cover 


Cooking for mg lover, 
to live mg whole life through 
Someone to hold and kiss me, 
through the dark nights too. 

Someone who won ’t abandon me 
or leave me on mg own, 
and when 7 look into his eges 
77 / know that 7 am home. 

A love that will envelop me 
and keep me safe from harm. 

Who’ll make the raging waters within mg soul be calm 

Who’ll walk me through the worst of storms 
and all mg darkest dags 
and keep me in the warmest months 
to be warmed bg the sun ’s rags. 

To stag with me until the end 
when our souls begin anew 
and find each other one more time 
to live our whole life through 


(c) Copyright 2016 Tina Cox 



Home 


His lips reminded me of a match, 
the way they ignited something in me 
when they collided with mine . 

The way his fingertips reminded me 
of a cold winter breeze 
as they traced my body in motions 

As he reminded me of something 
7 had once forgotten 
while we wrapped ourselves 
around each other 
in a way we couldn *t ever forget 


(c) Copyright 2016 Grace Lee 



Moments in Time 


We sat in the warm beach sand 
Basking in the sun 
1 sat between gour legs 
Mg back pressed against gour chest 
IJour fingers caressed mg leg lovinglg 
And gou spoke softlg in mg ear 

1 turn to look gou in the eges 
As gou whisper adoringlg y words of love 
Our eges meet in headg passion 
And gour hand goes to mg neck 
Bringing me in for a breathtaking kiss 
That leaves mg toes curling in the sand 

We end the kiss with a small laugh 
And gou smile , dimples gracing gour cheeks 
1 run mg hand through gour hair 
Moving the wag gou lean into mg touch 

IJour arms wrap around mg bodg 
And we stare into the ocean blue 

Mg head rests on gour chest 
And 1 listen to gour heartbeat 
It quickens as mg nails trail up gour arm 
Tracing the thick contours of gour muscles 
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you tangle gour fingers in mg hair 
Massaging mg scalp lightlg 
Soon we are laging 
Chest to chest 
Kissing passionatelg 
Hands roaming 

As the sun sets in the skg above 
IJou take me higher than ever before 
Showing me the true meaning of love 
What real pleasure is 

And the waves crash around our naked forms 
Caressing our flesh as we move together 
Taking each other to new places 
Rejoicing in each other s existence 

l/Oe call out with pure ecstasg 
your name leaving mg lips 

Then gou lag me on gour chest 
lingers tracing mg spine 

In the morning 1 wake 
To gour soft honeg scent 
Remembering that moment in time 
That we shared on that beach 
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IJour eyes open to look at mine 
And you bring your hand up 
Tracing my jaw tenderly 
Before whispering “1 love you” 


(c) Copyright 2016 Chellie 
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As Dawn Breaks 


As dawn breaks , in unison with this heart 
kittle sounds of you dribble down the gallery 
kike pebbles in the stream behind - into my room 

As an artist to canvas, in my thoughts f 1 paint - 
If our breast heaving in long , abysmal sighs of content 
In cavernous snores of ignorance and bliss 

And 1 - but a wayward ghost in our home 
Haunting the very same cracks and crevices 
Of which we once played ' kissed and cooed 

Oh y these days of torrid hades 
How 1 tame them in gelid pools of promise 
Half- hoping to decline into their depths 

Oh y Gila, with toy in mouth - eyes of innocence 
How 7 envy you of whom slumbers at her feet 
The same of which once danced with mine 

Go now, sweet one - fetch me her dreams 
That spill like vast blankets of adoration for life 
9o that 7 may cover myself in her warmth 

(c) Copyright Esteban Luis Soto 
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Bust 

Silken sheets on sweated skin 
Soft sighs torn from slicked lips. 
l/Oatching, waiting, 

Tempted ’ taken, 

Anticipation building and threatening 
To take over. 

Through the windowpane she sees 
Two as one. 

Needing to write herself in the story, 
Not yet done. 

Desire burns bright in the pit of her belly 
As they wait for the night to unfold. 
Knowing full well the trespass she commits 
And lacking all power to control. 

Isn ’t that the game? 

The giving up, the stealing back, 

Doth parties playing the winner 
And the loser. 

It's overwhelming. 
Irrepressible. 

A wild abandon of freewill. 

Praying to stay in those arms only to die 
A little each time. 


(c) Copyright 2016 Brea C. Viragh 
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Sent Packing 


discarded and thrown aside 
like left behind luggage 
battered and worn 
packed fully with 
bulging broken dreams 
and tears tearing at the seams 


seems you just don ’t care 
where mu heart is now 


damaged goods 
just good enough for the 
for the lost and found 


waiting for someone, anyone, 
to claim 


(c) Copyright 2014 Fran Marie 
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Home is Where the Heart Is 


Home is where the heart is 
It's where 1 keep the kitchen sink 
Contrary to popular demand 
It's also where 1 keep the sewing kit and 
the first aid box, close at hand 

It's where 1 keep the pots and pans 
And the dust 

Oh how it multiplies without the intervention of the brush 

It's where 1 keep the plush tog, 
bought with gour last pound 
With the words 1 love gou, stitched across the chest 

In blue 

It's where 1 keep the curtains closed 
Trom gossip girl and an unforgiving world 
It's where 1 wash the sheets, whereupon we had our most beautiful 

moment 

l/our smell and gour touch is missed 
It's where 1 kissed the pillow, before silently crying myself to sleep 
It's where mg eyes close, but feel no rest 

It's where we used to thrive in each other s company 
Where we would sit for hours and speak of nothing 
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It's where 1 keep my shoes , 

All muddied and tom from the miles Vue walked 
It's where 1 keep the clothes you left 
As you ventured out in a rush after venting your spleen 

It's where we had a garden, now sadly overgrown 
It's where the flowers have wilted 
And the weeds have risen 

It's where you gave birth to a baby girl 
1 no longer see 

My infidelity and your anger took care of that 
IJou even left the cat 

Home is where the heart is 
Keep it close and let it bloom 
It's where we hung the photo 
Of you the bride and me the groom 

It's where we planned for a future 
Only to be left with all this hatred and hurt 

And still the people say 
Home is where the heart is 

(c) Copyright 2013 Greg J Muscroft 
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Days Gone By 


Gentle the breeze that floats the air 
across the years it moves my soul 
Words so sweet , so gentle, and clear 
melodies of love took their toll 

A face from my past gazed at me 
1 had met these eyes once before 
1 recognized this sweet beauty 
from far off to the distant door 

Dropping by when 1 am weakest 
lighting mysteries upon my breast 
Playing melodies of love's heart 
feeding the memories of my chest 

1 remember those laughing eyes 
that had once stared back at me 
No less the beauty decades since 
in her face that child 1 could see 

Aloof and careless with herself 
walking high upon nature s wine 
She poured her beauty on my soul 
no woman was ever so fine. 



But oh the times of yesteryear 
how they tasted divine like bliss 
My mind awash in thoughts of her 
longed for that first touch and kiss 


Time seemed to have passed but moments 
yet many years had seen much joy 
At the time 1 felt most a man 
1 wished that 1 were still a boy 


(c) Copyright 2016 Tate Morgan 
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1 would breathe 
if] could but 
that would mean 
letting gou go. 


9o 1 hold a 
gala for gou 
in the echoes 
of mg mouth. 

As gou dance 
across mg palate 
] begin to savor 
the sweetness of gou 
giving ill regard to 
the pungent 
bitterness that 


dangles in the 
gallows 

of mg throat, 
(light fades. 
Ijou oblige me as 1 
extend mg hand to 

gou 
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and we slow dance 


as ] exhale 


into forever 

of knowing 

and drift awag 

Til never have 

with gou in mg arms 

to let gou go 

and_ the peace 

again. 


(c) Copyright 2016 Teeya 1 




The Ambivalent Mother 


And they became 
who they were; 
manifestations of the Creator, 
tiny vessels of His presence 

cultivated inside me, 
within me, 

conceived in my womb; 
the fruits of me 
nourished by 
the fruit of me 
before life 
beyond my being 
would become 
their own 

And they were 
who they had become; 
myself. .my selves 
fractions of me, 
addends of we, 
divided into wholes 
mirroring 
multiples 
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of yes ter’s day, 
today , and 
tomorrow; 
reflecting 
who 7 was, 
who 7 am, 
and who 
7 have yet 
to be 

And they became 
who they 
had become; 
life as 

it was meant 
as it is, 
as it will be 

And though the 
flesh of my flesh 
abides in me 
no more, 
the subsistence 
of my existence 
exists only 
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with every breath 
they take 


And now they are 
who they will always be: 
the greatest loves 
of my life, 

the greatest adversaries 
of my sanity 
my constant prayers , 
my constant worries , 
the parts of myself 1 hate 
to let down , 
the parts of myself 
who elevate me highest 

They are my life 
and my love for them 
will be the death of me, 
but , without them 
1 could not live 

© Copyright 2015 Teeya 
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Boundless Hove 


‘7 was when we both were young 
that spirits from above , 
did seemingly 
conspire with fate 
to instigate our love. 

And fleur Digitalis , 
with petal sweet and rare f 
did line the walk 
with stately stalk 
our pathway to prepare. 

Tor in that flowered spring y 
1 first did know my hearty 
then did my soul 
on seeing you 
from sorrows first depart. 

And when we were made one 
and vows exchanged that day f 
1 knew at once 
we'd e’er enjoy 
love’s most complete bouquet. 

Bonded firm together , 
our fortunes melded now y 


1 held your love 
above all else f 
this paradise now. 

And time can ne’er erase 
our love forever true } 
each passing day 
in every way 
our union grows anew! 

And when in sickness, love, 
your life did threaten end, 

7 steeled my heart 
we ne’er could part — 
these sorrows we’d transcend. 

Uttermost devotion, 
has bound my heart to thine, 
1 cannot breathe, 

1 cannot live 
without you being mine! 

7 cannot look on thee, 
and not remember love, 
and ere I’d be 
bereft of you, 

I’d taste of grave foxglove! 
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Bloom of purple flower, 
protect my true love's heart , 
for if it fails 
the world is lost , 
my soul full rent apart 

And so each waking hour ', 

7 pray this love to keep , 
my hand in yours 
emotion stirs 

and through my heart doth sweep. 

Thank thee , holy spirits , 
for blessing all my days! 

Tor gift of her, 

1 do aver, 

forever, I'll sing praise! 

And looking back at life, 
when final rest doth call, 

I'll comfort me 
just knowing that 
to me she gave her all. 

© Copyright 2008 Richard Puetter 
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Empty Vessel 


The days are long, hot, and maddening, 
the nights cloudy, starless, and sultry. 

•-###//#•/ # / I • # 


Sleep withheld behind a heavy dark veil. 
Spirit weary in its empty aloneness. 


Tleeting visions from happier times, 
refuse to project, on the silver screen within. 
\fypm dust-covere d, chapte rs, dissolves in decay, 





Between the halves of the hourglass, 
endless moment lingers 



* 


IJour eyes, like a sweet soft song 
The notes that filled mg very being, 
while my heart would drum along. 


Submerged beneath this endless shadow, 
1 thrash empty arms with frantic fervor. 
Touching only vacant memories, 
for you re no longer here. 


(c) Copyright 2016 Valormore De Plume 
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Ijou Are With Me 


Alone 1 walk the sheltered paths far from home and you are with me. 
While leaves scatter the suns rays into thousands of pinpoints of light 


Alone 1 trod this quiet sanctuary of blissful solitude and you are with me 
Hearing the calling birds, watching the fluttering leaves 7 hear and see you. 


Alone 1 behold the beauty that surrounds me as 1 stare in wonder at it all. 
Though you are far away in all that 1 see, hear and feel, you are with me. 


In the darkest night with no moon or stars to guide me, you are with me 
The quiet voice 7 hear though no one is there lets me know you are with me. 


Walking along the shore at night with the moon glimmering across the sea 


Noisy waves breaking harshly on the beach and above it all, 1 hear your voice. 


Above the tumult of the rushing waters 1 hear and know you are with me. 
How long before we are at last joined together, our arms entwined 
hearts beating as our breath tries to find each others rhythm 


Reaching for you and you are always just beyond my ability to touch 
7 cry out to you, there is no answer only the quiet voice inside me. 


Could 1 have you, could 7 touch you just one more time another chance 
To say you are with me, to have, to hold, to cherish because you are with me. 


© Copyright 2015 David B. Pincus 
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gel sleeping, J? 

In the clouds up above, 

t/ ,|. iHBli / ’fv> 

Ae/z ] think of her soft, sweet face, 
Mg heart so fills with love . 


little light glows brightly, still, 
Nestled within her heart, 

Its fueled by all our memories, 
Kindled right from the start 


She will never be forgotten, 
My heart aches to the core, 
Eutl smile when J think of her, 
1 wish Vd held her more . 


We had a precious little girl, 
Who loved to laugh and roam, 
She rests within His Kingdom now, 
Tor God has called her home. 






W&l t 


(c) Copyright Katie Lynn 









"I wrote this for the funeral of a precious 8-month-old twin girl that meant the world 
She was so bright for being so young, and I will miss her dearly." - Katie 
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Jealous 


]'m jealous of the 9un 
whose rays caress your face . 
Vm jealous of the stars 
whose company keeps you safe. 

Vm jealous of the rain 
teardrops falling down 
symbolizing my pain 
wishing you were around. 
Vm jealous of the wind 

whose hands pull at your hair. 

Vm jealous of the air 
in your presence everywhere. 

Vm jealous of the moon 
who keeps you safe at night 
and whispers to me softly 
that it'll be alright. 

IJet jealousy is one thing 
but nothing can be done. 
Impossible to bring back 
my loved and dearest mum. 

(c) Copyright 2016 Adam McNally 
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Widow's Hullaby 


When you first loved me, 
life was so sweet 
When we got married \ 
mg life was complete. 
When we had children , 

7 loved you so. 

My life was so perfect, 
why did you go? 

(c) Copyright 2016 Diana Campbell 


“This poem came to me as I was singing my baby to steep in the rocking 
chair, sometime after my husband’s suicide.” - Diana. 
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dying With the Angels 



The peaceful sound of humming 
A touch so soft and pure 
She doesn ’t feel the pain 
She's lying on the floor 


At last she's got away from him 
She knew one day she would 
She would have done it sooner 
if she only could 


She's lying with the Angels 
away from all the pain 
she no longer feels the punches 
or passes out again 




She doesn 't have to worry 
when he comes home tonight 
She's lying with Angels 
completely out of sight 


(c) Copyright 2016 Tina Cox 
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Ten 


Uears 


the 


last ten years / nave racea cancer 
and survived a stroke. 

Ret me be the one to tell you 
that your health is no joke. 


have 


faced 


In 


In the last ten years 1 had 
a marriage end in divorce. 
Keeping my family together at any cost 
wasn ’t something 1 could force. 


In the last ten years 1 found a new love 
more than a few times at that. 

1 learned once again relationships 
can quickly go flat. 


In the last ten years 1 lost my 
mother way too early. 

1 haven’t quite recovered from that 
leaving me a little surly. 


In the last ten years 1 lost relatives and friends 
to cancer and other things. 

Now all 1 have are memories and 
that really fucking stings. 






© Copyright 2016 Damon Chambers 


In the last ten years 1 missed 
my son grow into a man. 

1 struggle with this daily and wonder 
where he went in such a short span. 


1 want to turn back the clock for 
those things that 1 missed. 

But truly it's just a waste of time 
sitting around getting pissed. 


In the last ten years 1 didn ’t think 
to enjoy each and every day. 

1 missed all the little things in life 
that are often pushed away. 


In the last ten years there were 
many things 1 forgot to do. 

1 doubt that 1 am the only one y 
maybe even you. 


My advice to all is take the time 
to stop and smell the roses. 

And try to enjoy the little things in life 
before it's your book that closes. 







The East Candle 





There's Nobody there 
Nobody at all. 

1 shout, 1 cry, 1 scream 
no one answers my call. 


indow to see 
is the only 'A 
naked cone % 
ceiling, and% 


o 


My last candle is burns 
a weak flickering lighm 
my only friends are shadows 


left 


ght 


ing 


an 


| oax is melting down 
wi't last me the hour 
f Darkness is coming 
coming, me to devourm 


The room keeps getting sm 
the walls are closing i 
there's no door to get a 
no way to let hope in. 


They say there's light out there 
light which 1 cannot see 
but all 1 have inside 
is a Dark Eternity. J| 


m 
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The Devil 


IJou re the poison running through mg veins 
IJou are the reason for all mg pains 

7 have one taste and 7 just want more 
7 turn around and shut the door 

It doesn't matter who gets tricked 
As long as gou are mg next fix! 

Morning, noon and night , and sometimes in between 
When 1 have gou y gou re the devil \ and 7 turn unusuallg mean 

But 7 don 't care 
As long as gou are there 
In mg cupboard bg mg bed 
you're the onlg thought in mg head 

7 hate gou y then 7 love gou y 7 don 't know what to do 
The effects can be so tragic y oh devil y what are gou? 

The devil answers back 
“Vm alcohol" 

(c) Copyright 2016 Rebecca Cherrington 
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Whirlwind 



1 am a mime. 

Burning fingers pressed 

against frozen air. 

fingerprints engraved on the whirl 

of wind that guards gour heart , 

hides gour heart , 

traps gour heart in the ege 

of the storm. Snatches 

wisps of meaning 

with intrusive fingers. ^ H 
Promises bits of something better... 
promises unfulfilled. ' 


1 draw closer 


(laughing, taunting , stealing 
the breath from mg lungs. 
Worn lungs , 
searchinq for air, 
gasping for words, 
for some part of mg self 

■ W . 

to launch into the wind 


as if it could reach fyou. 


As if the storm would let it reach gou. 


1 am a mime. 
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Tollowing the rhythm 
of your still-beating heart. 
Beating, throbbing slowly... 
slowly y but not softly. 
Roaring y like water on rocks, 
smoothed by time. 
Time is not kind. Not 
with a haze of sweat 
and tears and blood; 
beaded drops of frustration 
that block the moon , distort 
the sun , and dangle the silver 


ease \ 


is only sometning to measure. 
Something to count, besides 
the patches in your soul, 
and the scars left from frantically 
trying to sew them in. 


1 am a mime. 
Watching as if 1 could 
understand, reaching 
as if] could help J 
The wind laughs. 
It does not understand me. 








1 will watch because 
1 can not touch. 
1 will staijy for 
1 can not approach. 


1 will wait , here. 
The mime outside the whirlwind. 


If) OH>y right 2016 TyLa Merrill 
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Vis Vitalis 

Earth, 9tars, the canvas, brushed 
Each being a thread in its tapestrg 

Illuminating verses in history's ode 
9oul; Debate of old, Mortal's kin 






Tar fonder than a blissful reverie, 
Aura of vibrant, pure wonder, 

9cents of nature divine 

Musical kegs heard and felt eternally 
Delicate, stirring; to each an own meaning, 
Giving hints of flavorful diversity. 

In belief the soul existence, 

Bares no question. 

This vital fire , 

Transcends ever forward. 









Awaiting the Muse 


IB 

dike a Metaphor , a Poem brushes mg Pips 
A 9urge of Emotions waxes... Then stops 
Before 1 clutch the ephemera , it slips 
Bursting Dew in a million Drops 



Tighting the Wild Thicket of Thoughts 
Imploring the Jumbled Clouds to Clear 
1 9eek Inspiration to dawn its Brilliance 
The elusive Muse to 9hed its Tear 



Crouching behind a Tacade of Whims g 
It's There, 1 Know... Just a trifle 9hg 
Its Delicate Heavings tug mg Heart 
Tlirting the Corner of mg Ege 



Mg Being Thirsts Coherence 
Those Mintg Tloods of Creative Tlush 
To drown me in a Catharsis 
Of passion Of love Of Poetic Gush 



Waiting for Music to Begin its Dance 
IJ earning for 9gmp hong’s Whisper to 9tart 
Craving an Unknown Virgin 9equence 
To Embalm each Pore of mg Aching Heart 


Page 50 
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The Ecstatic Pruning of Wordy Weeds 
An Orgasm that Vacuums anew mg Mind 
Diving Inwards the depths of Eel f 
A few Precious Pearls to find 

Words embed the Tolds of mg Heart 
Hope incubates in the Womb of mg Soul 
Just a few hours... Or decades ? 

Before It is born - A Cohesive Whole 

Outside mg Solitude 1 peep. And Breathe 
Her Tragrance lurks Somewhere near 
Hold a little longer f Don't give up just get 
The Rainbow will Shape; There will be Cheer 

And then Suddenly The Sky Raptures in Treedom 
Clouds retreat f the Heavens Smile Clear 
Gods from Above f shower Petals of Relief 
The Muse is Here. IJes She's Here. 

(c) Copyright 2016 Puja Bhakoo 

Puja is an Ad Consultant, Creative Writer, Poet, 

Blogger and Tapestry Designer. 
Planetpuja.blogspot.in 
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Dark Days Past 


Stuck with a heart to define destiny, 

Rived a life not even worth a penny! 
Consumed by ripples of despair, you stop and stare, 
Think you are moving but don ’t know where . 

No diverging paths in the woods to see, 

Ijou guess that's how fates gonna be. 

Hunger buried deep within your soul 
Wants to pursue the mission of its goal. 

Can't you feel it in yourself, fates will be changed, 
Every dawn 's gonna make your life rearrange. 
Rook within your heart all barriers past, 

There in lies a tiger heart beating fast. 

Don't deny the light 
That shines inside your soul so bright. 

It may seem like this is the end of the world; 
ljet, soar through the air with your wings unfurled. 

Oh love ! It's either now or never, 

Take a chance and you will find it better... 

(c) Copyright 2016 Nirranjani Sakthi 
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Will an Eagle Come to Visit? 


reaching for the stars 
lily of the death valley 
heads to light through the wire- 
mesh- netted- fence 

unoffended 

undisclosed 

elevators are needless now 
business cards senseless 
the airs getting thinner 
for tigers and turtles too thick 
and too thick to get out 
of their think tanks 
grasping it 

from the height of times 
there must be uplifting words 
to fall into colourful sounds 
of touching things yet unsaid 

(c) Copyright 2016 Dorina Li 
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youth Envy 


Plump and fluorescent skin 
And eyes with bottomless wells of life 
9can this world without regret 

9upple hearts that swell 
With charcoal-filtered love 
9trike strong against virgin chests 

Ernest ears that hear only 
Poetry and peace , perk to 
The direction of their mothers whisper 

9oft and stretching bones 
Tilled with sparkling marrow 
Hold you proud against these winds of change 

And now this vicious cycle... 

The endless slow- drain of 
Night into light, light to night 

With no spawn to live through 
Nor lend my name to. And Why? 
Because Vve chosen to 
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Oh youth that 1 know so well 
Eaugh and bum with the passion of life! 
Tor your path will merge mine soon enough 

(c) Copyright 2016 Esteban Luis Soto 
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If J Could Achieve the Impossible 


]f] could stop time's relentless flow 
Or reverse a waterfall ', 

If] could make light be slow 
Or cause the wind to stall 

]f ] could cure all illnesses 
and make the injured whole, 
or remove hatred from men ’s hearts 
and let the soulless find a soul. 

]f ] could make men see sense 
And refuse to go to war, 

]f ] could stop the pretense, 

That money's worth dying for 

]f ] could build a better world 
Where everyone could thrive, 

Or stop the flags being unfurled, 
And let the innocent stay alive 

instead of being bombed and burned 
Before they've had a chance 
With history's lessons left unlearned, 
As death 's macabre dance 
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Once again takes to the floor 
As so often throughout the ages, 

The martial music plags once more 
And we quick step into the pages 

Of new historg as it is written 
Never knowing who, or when , or whg, 
Which of us are to be smitten, 

Who amongst us doomed to die. 

If 1 had such powers underneath the sun 
1 would onlg ever use them to 
Change our world so it is run 
Tor the mang, not just for so few. 

(c) Copyright 2016 Tom Higgins 
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The Sye Sees It All 


The eye sees it all 
IJou need a wake-up call 

We should not sacrifice our privacy 
in exchange for imaginary safety 
It is just an excuse 
to control, to abuse 
Cameras in every street 
check where and when we meet 

As long as you stay in line 
most of the time you will be fine 
It is only to prevent 
the mob turning over the establishment 

Maybe you say “1 have nothing to hide” 
but are you really ok with it 
to be followed every stride? 

There will be no more revolution 
we can all go to sleep 

This is just a smarter version of the final solution 
we won ’t die, just became sheep 

(c) Copyright 2016 Druppels aka Luc D’hertefelt 
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Generation Backwards 


Vm scared for my generation. 

We lack prudence , £ bend on 

Imitation. 

Sour we are, we no longer water the roots 
to our fruitful aspirations. 

How are we all stuck in this 
condiment of indignation. 

Vm scared for my generation. 

When walking down my own street 
1 catch a bullet for my pigmentation. 

And we scream black lives matter 
creating a tumultuous pattern 
Hike were not the ones doing the eliminating. 

Women sleeping with men to fill spaces that have long been vacant. 
Men sleeping with women whom they find better naked. 

The redundancy order 
Of a tireless occupation 
We desire a quick fix: 

More than the desire to make it. 


The indecency , £ complacency 
Brings no solace to me. 



Trom the boys on my block to the cops 
They all can be problems to me. 


The drugs killing the kids 
And kids killing the drugs 
There’s a lost of love 
Is it because they’re following TV? 

I’m scared for my generation 
But! pray to God there’s hope on the other side 
And if he can’t reach them then may he 
give me his hand so 1 can touch their lives. 

Maybe my dark past will illuminate 
The hate they harbor inside. 

And create a corruption , putrefaction 
in them that they lose their pride. 

May doors open for them from the outside 
And they find the wisdom to know 
it’s not just about us, but all lives. 

We all matter. 

Peace 

(c) Copyright 2016 Harry J. Casseus 



Oh USA What Happened to you? 


Oh USA 

What happened to you? 

There was a time when you were an equivalent for freedom 
Treedom to express whatever one believed 
Showing respect for whatever one achieved. 

By boat, by plane , or car taking route 66, 
the land prospered due to a people's mix. 

It did not matter where one was born. 

Now immigrants are greeted with shocking scorn , 
tolerated to execute the dirty work in all visibility 
but just not good enough to earn their legality. 

Their integration is the backbone of a nation not its belly 
They will clean up your mess even if it's smelly 
because they remember what it is to have no life 
and will surely strive to be a worthy part of the hive 

Oh USA 

How is it possible that you arrange this change from 
the libertine kind to the controlled mind 
Please comprehend that every fy years getting to vote for 
the same people is not a choice, it is a joke ! 
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It’s sole purpose is to anchor a top class 
devoted to the interests of 
irresponsible banks and cold investors 

if you really believe that your country should only 
listen to the vocals of the locals 
then be grateful that only a few centuries ago the natives 
showed more respect for your ancestors 


(c) Copyright 2016 Druppels aka Luc D’hertefelt 
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